Friar Manrique takes the Yellow Robe
the tears poured down his cheeks, while he uttered a fervent
thanksgiving to God. Then, with his two friends, he began to kiss
the Friar's hands. For his pan, Manrique felt that he ought to get
out of the litter and embrace them, but attempting to do so, col-
lapsed on the ground, so swollen and painful were his feet. At this
Gomez, still weeping with happiness, tenderly lifted him back
into the litter. Wending very slowly their way through the late
afternoon and beguiling the time with talk of God and the Holy
Virgin, of sin and salvation, Manrique quoting from St. Gregory
and the Fathers, Gomez thirstily listening to the comforting words,
lack of which for so many years had turned his life into a misery,
they reached the house when the sun had set.
Here, in the midst of the remote jungle, says Manrique, he was
received with all the courtesies of Portugal, being carried to a bed,
served with food, and his feet bathed with a herb lotion which
alleviated the pain. It seems that the house was situated in or
beside a village and that Gomez was the only Portuguese there,
the others being planted in villages some distance away. The
prisoners lived a life resembling that of Russian exiles to Siberia,
or of political prisoners in China sent to the provinces beyond the
Great Wall. But there was no hope of release. Never could they
aspire to see Portugal again. They had to make the best of things,
with a local wife and half-caste children. But the thought of death
—without absolution, without consolation—that was the shadow
which haunted their days. Now the friar would absolve them and
give them heart for the long years they must go on alone.
Three days after his arrival, as soon as he could stand, Man-
rique celebrated the Mass in a hut in Gomez's compound before a
rough altar on which was a wooden cross. The whole family
attended, the wife, four sons and a daughter, a widowed sister-in-
law with her children, eleven persons, who all knelt before the
altar and kissed the ground, murmuring a Latin prayer which
Gomez had taught them. Manrique was deeply touched by their
rustic earnestness. In due course, after instructing them, he bap-
tized these catechumens. 'They wept unrestrainedly,' he said,
* no doubt for their past sins, now washed away, so that I was
myself ashamed at thinking how few were the tears I had shed for
sins committed and but little expiated.' Gomez's confession and
marriage followed,
The old mother-in-law lived in the house. She was a Buddhist,
had always resisted the attempts by her son-in-law to wean her
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